CHAPTER VIII
THE STORY OF A FIRE

ANOTHER piece of work done by the same boy
Cyril furnishes an almost exact parallel to some of
the stories from the books which I have given in
earlier pages. He and his older friend, it seems,
were passing along in the prosecution of their usual
work one night, when they "noticed the fierce glare
of a big fire below them, and promptly dived down
to see whether they could be of any use.

It was a great hotel which was in flames, a huge
caravanserai on the edge of a great lake. The
house, many stories in height, formed three sides
of a square round a sort of garden, planted with
trees and flowers, while the lake formed the fourth
side. The two wings ran down to the lake, the
big bay windows which terminated them almost
projecting over the water, so as to leave only quite
a narrow passageway under them at the two sides.

The front and wings were built round inside
wells, which contained also the lattice-work shafts
of the lifts, so that when once the fire broke out,